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that ahead of me lay arduous labours in authorship.
I prayed that I might be equal to my role as biographer
of the colossal guru. Several .of hfs disciples feared that
in a written account their master might be belittled or
misinterpreted.
"One can hardly do justice in cold words to the life
of a divine incarnation," Panchanon Bhattacharya had
once remarked to me.
Other close disciples were similarly satisfied to keep
the Yogavatar hidden in their hearts as the deathless
preceptor. Nevertheless, mindful of Lahiri Mahasaya's
prediction about his biography, I spared no effort to
secure -and substantiate the facts of his outward life.
Swami Keshabananda greeted our party warmly in
Brindaban at his Katyayani Peeth Ashram, an imposing
brick building with massive black pillars, set in a beauti-
ful garden. He ushered us at once into a sitting room
adorned with an enlargement of Lahiri Mahasaya's pic-
ture. The swami was approaching the age of ninety,
but his muscular body radiated strength and health. With
long hair and a snow-white beard, eyes twinkling with
joy, he was a veritable patriarchal embodiment. I in-
formed him that I wanted to mention him in my book
on India's masters.
"Please tell me about your earlier life/* I smiled
entreatingly; great yogis are often uncommunicative.
Keshabananda made a gesture of humility. "There is
little of external moment- Practically my whole life has
been spent in the Himalayan solitudes, travelling on foot
from one quiet cave to another. For a while I main-
tained a small ashram outside Haidwar, surrounded on
all sides by a grove of tall trees. It was a peaceful spot
little visited by travellers, owing to the ubiquity of cobras."
Keshabananda chuckled. "Later a Ganges flood washed
away the hermitage and cobras alike. My disciples then
helped me to build this Brindaban ashram."
One of our party asked the swami how he had pro-
tected himself against the Himalayan tigers.
Keshabananda shook his head. "In those high spiri-
tual altitudes," he said, "wild beasts seldom molest the
yogis. Once in the jungle I encountered a tiger face to
face. At my sudden ejaculation, the animal was trans-